




The T, ragedie 

I may notfuffet youto vifite him, , 

The King hath ftraighriie charged the contrarie, 

Qu~ The King? whie, whole that? 

Lieu, 1 crie you mercie, I meane the Lord prote&or. 

Qu. The Lord prated! him from that Kinglie title: 

Hath he let bounties betwixt their loue and me.* 

I am their mother, who fhould keepe me from them? 
Du.yor, I am their Fathers,Mother, I will fee them. 

Duck. glo. Their aunt I am in law, in loue their mother: 
Then feare not thou, lie bearc thy Blame, 

And take thy office from thee on my perill. 

, Lieu. I doe befeech your gracesall to pardon me? 

/ am bound by oath, 1 may not doe it, Enter L.Stanlu, 

Stan. Let me but meete you Ladies an houre hence, 

And He falutc your grace ofY orke, as Mother.' 

And reuerente looker on, of two faire Queenes. 

Come Madam,you muft go with me to W eftminfter. 

There to be crowned, Richards royall Qucene. 

Qu Ocut my lace in funder, that my pent h'irt, 

May haue lome fcope tobeate,oreIfe I fou’ , 

With this dead killing ne w es. 

Dor, Madam,haue comfort, how fares your graces 
O Dorfet fpeake not to me, get thee hence, 

Death and dcflrudiiotrdogge thee at the hecles 3 
Thy Mothers name is ominous tochildren, 

Ifrhou wiltoutftrip death.gocroffe the leas. 

And liue with Richmond, from the. reach ofhell. 

Go hie thee, hie thee from thisflaughter houfe, 

Leaft thou increafe the number of the dead, 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfle, 

Nor Mother, Wite.norEnglands counted Queenc. 

Stan. Full ofwifo care is this your counfell Madam, 

T akc all the fwift aduantage of the time, 

You iTiall haue letters item me to my fonne, 

Tomeeteyou on the way, and welcome you, 

Be not tane tardie, by vnwiledelaie.* 

Duch.yor. O ill dilperfing winde ofmifet^e, 

O my accutfedvvombc, the bedof death, ' 


' of Richard the third. 

ACocatrice haft thou hatch to the worfd 3 
VVhofe vnaubided eye is murtherous. 

Stan. Come Madam,! in all haft was fenc. 

Duck. And I in all vnwillingnes will go, 

I would to God thar the inclufiue verge, 

Ofgoldenmeitall that muft round my browe, 
were red hottc fteele to feare me to the braine, 

Annotated let me be withdeadliepoyfon, 

And die, ere men can fay , God faue the Queene. 

On. Alas poore lbule,I e nuie not thy glorie, 

Tofeede my humor, wifh rhy lelfe no harme. 

Duch.glo. No, when he that is my husband now 3 
Cameto me as 1 followed Henries courfe, 

When fcarfe the bloud was well wafht from his handes, 

Which iffued from my other angel husband. 

And that dead faint, which then, I weepingfollowed, 

0, when I fay, I looktonRichatds face. 

This was my wifh , be thou quoth I accurft. 

For making me fo young, fo olde a widow. 

And when thou vjjedft, let forrow haunt thy bed, 

And be thy wife 3 if^ny be fo madde, 

Asmiferablc by the death of thee. 

As thou halt mad c me by my deare Lordes death, 

Loe, eare Icatjrcpeate this curie againe, 

Euen in fo fhort a Ipace, my womans hart, 

Groflelie grewe captiue to his honie wordcs, 

And prou’d the fubie6fc ofmy owne foules curie. 

Which euer lince hath kept my eyes from fleepe 3 
Forneuer yet, one houre in his bed, 

Haue / enioyed the golden dew offlecpe, 

But haue bene waked by his timerous dreames, 

Befidcs,he hates me for my father Warwicke> 

And will no doubt, fhortlie be rid of me. 

Qu. Alas poore foule, /pittie thy complaints, 

Lmh. glo. No more then from my foule I mourne for yours. 
Dor. Farewell, thou wofull welcomer of glorie. 

Duck glo, Adew poore foule, thou takft thy leaue ofit. 
Du.yor, Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune guide thee. 

Goe 






